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 Tale of 19th Century England, Full of the Thrills of Adventure and Spirit of Romance

Brown & Obn,

" . 1D, Lattle,
har foh_ scholar, de-
-‘. ";l.l.l:‘ﬂ r Oworgs Vibart,
e only 10 gulnens (§75) by the
! Matrtos 1" Bunk'') Vibart, a ne
prive fgtder _and mke, & coulin
W it ono nde (3100 000),
Ml alse provides § 000 for the one
' (ke Lady M%':hm l.pmm |wi!hll;
o, mEninet the protestations o
oh g:«u wu‘- whom he lived, Bir
Anstruther, decides o gn down
pad Highway” of Xent and |ive,
to work after the money lh gone
wilis of his sxciting adventures
"5 reaches Eineinghurat villnge, where
» s bMucksmith in the amploy of
. Twter goes to live In &
" hollew. ‘The prin.
. otnr
‘, -t‘ mistahen
arie '}g- only Tﬂmm betwesn the
.i' A ulesh shaven and
t
-

' o beard
E‘.l;o beginning of Mook 11 1e
awakened by 4 man's voles call-

Wharman!’®  Fusbing from his bed-
Ands & wtrange woman aboul to
man sntering his Bome. 1t 1s s
urics, wﬁmm he bsats inte in-
sfter & ferce strugeie, A poa
ps  Peter remove the prostrats

the night. and
de omly & note
 growing
win
s the shap Pra-
lovea Cieorge, comes to Peter
. and the two decide to infduce
Ceaturn.  Oeorge, howaver, e con-
i Prudence and Peter are in love
ar réturns from hie valn Asarch
K’ CGeorgs, he Ands that .
1_ poms back to hin home

m Alght when Charmisn  mests
' @ from work, sie in seised with
=t f She naks Peter If he has
. sies. to which he replies in the

Peter

o BROOK 11
B CPHAPTER X1 (Continued)
BUT It I mo dreadfully still"”
Now In one pince the lane, nar-
by puddenly, led between high banks
"" with bushes, so that It was very
-m An we entered this gloom
middenly drew closer to my
and alipped her hand beneath my
dnd the touch of her Angers was
ice,
felir hand in very cold!™ sald 1. But
BBy laughed, yet I felt her dhiver
' preased herpelf close agalnst me,
ipow It wans she who talked and I
d In sllence, or answered at
tor 1| was coneclous only of the
of her Nngers and the soft pressure
Phip and ahoulder.
passed through this place of
ad walking nelther fast nor alow,
aver her fingers clasped my
and her ahoulder prossed my arm
lp ahs talked, and laughed, but of
Bt T know not. until we had left the
place behind Then she wsighed
and turned, and drew her arm
mine, almost sharply, and stood
back, with her two hands prossed
g her borom
(LR L
pki" ahe whispered, pointing. “there
it s darkest—look!" Now, fol-
the direction of her fnger, 1 saw
thing that skulkod amid the shadowy
hing that slunk away, and vanish-
w1 watched
A man!" 1 exclaimed, and would have
M In pursult, but Charmian’s hands
o Wpon: my Arm, strong and com-

§ i
‘\

cold

N you mad? she cried angrily,
ald you give him the opportunity I
M?! He was walting there to—
you, I think!"
after wo had gone on some little
1 spoke.
&8 that why

you—came to meet me?"

clope beside me."”

p=kept =0
_' iyen, to be sure!” sald T, and walk-
s sllence; and now 1 notlced that
thept ns far from me as the patch
allow
o you thinking me very-
b M
FN0" 1 nnswored; “no
S aee, I had no other way, Had 1
B You Lhit there was & man hidden In
B you would have gone to look,
something dreadful would have

unmaldenly

his “'Rn you to know he was there?"
QY. after | had prepared supper 1
“\-& that ateep path which Ml‘:ﬂ to
| And sat down upon the fallen
&'- £ les there, to watch Tor you,
i T pat there, 1 saw a man come
g down the road '

LWy big man?'

o Yery tall he peemed, and, aw I
88, he cropt In behind the hedge.
i I was wondering at this, 1 heard
'D" ot the road., and you were

B yet 1 seldom whintle."

5 ¥ou-l knew your step.'
B you, Charminn?’

gNe wish you would not Interrupt,
i Your pardon,” sald 1 humbly.
sn 1 saw you coming, and the
you Loo, r he erouched
1 1 could only see him dimly In
of the hedge, but he looked
and it seemed to me that If
his hiding-place before 1
K terrible would happen, and

of to mest me."
Walked clows baside me, so that
Ween me and the shadow In

I thought—*" 1 began,
b Peler!" Hare she turned, and
& Awift glance beneath her

L It was because—you
bar glnd to sse me.” Char-
Dot spesli; indesd she wan so
that 1 would haye given much

0 her face just then, but the
W8 Yory dim, am 1 have aald. more
turned hor shoulder toward

Am grateful o you." I went
fateful, and—it was wvery

and

ware—

00, ' phe answered In »
Yoles, and I more than
L she waa laughing at me,
therofore continued, “that

™al 4 -

80 you mean?". she asked
A very

George,
who, though he
a agalnat
in walt

‘again, but stopped all at once and rose

By JEFFERY FARNOL

shadow In tha
Biaek Oeorgs,

hodge may not have been
After all.'
- CHAPTER X1
118 table wobbies'" sald Charmiafh,
“It does,”™ suid 1, “but then 1T nhe-
ties that the block la misplaced agalin, '

"Then why use a block?"

“A book Is so clumsy—" I began

"Or & book? Why not eut down the
long legs to match the short onet"

“That s reslly an sxecelient fdea.”

“Then why didn't you befors?'

"Becauss, to be Pank with you,
naver sceurrsd to me. "

“1 wuppose you are better as a blnck-
amith than m earpenter, aren't you,
Pater?™ And, seelng 1 could fAnd no
RNAwer waorthy of retort, she laughed,
and, sitting down, watched me while 1
togk my saw, forthwith, and shortened
tha three long legs an she had suggested.
Having dons which, to our common sat.
Isfaction, mesing ths meon was rising, wa
went and sat down on the bench benide
the collage door

“"And—are you g vary good black-
rmith T’ she pursued, turning to regard
. chin In hand.

‘I oan awing a hammer or shoe A horse
with any smith In Kent—except Black
George, and he 1n tha Lest In all the
Bouth Country."

“And ls that a very greal achlevement.
Pator?

“It 18 not a deaplcabls one.**

“Ara you quits satlefied to be able to
rhoe horses well, alr?

“It In far better to bo n good black-
amith than n bad poet or an Incompetent
Prime Mininter."

“Meaning that you would rather suo-
ceed In the lttle thing that fall In the
gront ™

"With your permission, I will smoks,*
maid I.

“Burely,” she went on,
Permianion, “‘surely
Ereat fallure rather
ceas ™

“"Buccena ln very sweet, Charmian, even
In the smnallest thing: for Inetance,” sald
I, pointing 1o the cottage door that stobd
open beslde her, “when T bufllt that door,
and saw It awing on its hinges, 1 wan aw
proud of It as though it had been—"

“A  really good door.” iInterpolated
Charmian, “Instead of n bad one'!"

A bad one, Charmian™*

“It In n very c¢lumay door,
nelther bolt nor look.”

“There are no thievesx hersabouls, and,
aven If thére were, they would not dare
Lo gst foot in the Hollow after dark.”

“And then, unless one close It with
great care, It sticke—very tight!™

"That, obviating the neceasity of n
Intch, g rather to be recommended,” aald

it

nodding her
it Is nobler to be n
than & mean sue-

and has

“Hesldea,
Peter,”

I have seen worse.'

“And will bs very draughty
veather,

“A blankot hung across will
that.”

“8ull it can hardly be called & very

it s & vory ill-ftiing door,

in cold

remedy

good door, can It, Pater?" Hera I lighted
my pipe without answering. “1 suppose
you miake hormeshoes much beller than
vou make doors?’ 1 puffed at my plpe in
#llence. “You are not angry because 1
found f'ult with your door, wres you, |
PeterT .

“Angry ™ sald 1; “not In the least.”

"1 am sorry for that'

“Why sorry ™

WATE YOu nevVer angry.

“Scldom, T hope’™

“1 should llke to see you so—just onee,'
Finding nothing to say in answer to thias,
1 smoked my negro-hoad pipe and stared
at the moon, which was looking down at
us through a maze of tree trunks and
branehes,

“Referring to horeshoes,”
minn at Inet, “are you content
blackemith all your dayaT’

“Yom, I think T am."

“Waere you never ambitioun, then?"

“Ambition s ke rain, breaking iHself
upon what It falls on—at least, Hacon
ways, and—"

*“Oh, bothér Bacon!
ambitioue, Peler?

“1 wos u great dreamer.”

“A dreamer!” she exclaimed with fine
gcorn: “are dreamers ever ambllous®’

windeed, they are the most truly ambi- |
tious,” 1 retorted;: “their dreams are 20
vaut, so Infinite, ao far beyond all puny
human strength and capacity that they,
perforee, must remain dreamers always.
Epictatus himself—"

“1 winh,” sighed Charmian,
wish—-""

“Whit do you wish?”

“That you wers not—"

“That 1 was not?"’

“Huch a-podant!”

“Peadant!” sald I,
carted.

“And you have a way of echolng my
words that s very lrritating.”

“1 bag your pardon” sald I, feellng
much ke & ehidden schoolboy; “and 1
am sorry you should think me a pedant.”

“And you are so dreadfully precise and
serious.'’ ahe continued.

“Am I, Charmisen?"

vAnd s0 very solemn and austere, and
#o ponderous, and egotistical, and ocnlm—
ven, you sre hutefully calm and placid,
aren't you, Peter?’

And, after 1 had smoked thoughtfully
awhile, 1 sighed. g

“You, | foar I may setm 8o,

“Oh, 1 torgive you!"

““Fhank you.'

“Though you needn't he a0 snnoyingly
humble about it,” sald she, and frowned,
and, even while sbe frowned, laughed
and shook her head.

“And pray, why do you laugh?"

“Hecause—oh, Feter, you are such a—
boyl™

“Bn you told me ence bafore,” sald I,
piting my plpe-stem viglously.

“Did 1, Peter?'

“You alse called me a—lamb, I remem-
ber—at laasl, you suggested A

wiid 1, Peler?’ and she bagan to laugh

Peter?”

snld Char
te be n

Were vou nevar

“1 do

somewhat dlscon-
L

to her [est,
tPeter!” sald she, with & startied note

in her velos, *don’t you hear some-
thing?"

“Yes," mald I, :

“Some one (s corcing!”

"Yeu ,

“And—thoy aAre coming this way!"

"Yea'

“Oh—how oan you st there so quietiy?
Do you think—""she began, and stopped
sturing into the shadows with wide eyen.

1 think,"” said 1, knocking t:o ::ho;
from my pipe, sod laying It on the banc
peklde me, "that, things considered.
you were wiser (o go [ato the collage
for a while."” Y

“No—oh, 1 mld::; do that!

"You would be or, perhaps.”

ward, 1 whall

| o*
|

| trouble

—————

’
thess 1 saw in her aves an ahe faesd

me, bul angoer most of all
"Oh=yon would net dare!"
nrain, and wilh & atn mp of her
Indesd. ves 1 nedded
glance waversy veneath mine, bor head
drooped, and. with a trangs Uttde sound
l[l::i WAR neither a lnunh nor & sobh, and
something of sach, she turned upon
her heel, ran into thas cottage and
slammed the door bahind her

ghe amald

foot
And now her

CHAPTER XIn
HE cottags, as T have Mld, was en-
tirely hidden from the ehancs ahsarvar
by reason of the follage: azh, alder, and
brambles Auorished luxuriantly, growing
very thiok and high, with hers and there
& great but,
WAR n Httle grassy glade, clearing

rflhor_ #oma ten yards square. and it
wan towards this that my aves wern -
rected am 1 reseated myself upon the

trees;

upon oné side, thére

or

wottie besiden the door and waited tha
coming of the unknown

Though the shadown waras too deepn for
my eyes to serve me, yeot I could follow
the newcomer's approach quits easlly by
the mound he made; Indeed. 1 wan par-
toniarly struck by the prodigious rustling
of leavens Whoever It was must be big
and bulky, 1 thought, and clad, probably,
In & Yong, tralling garment

All at once I knew | wan obhserved, for
the sounds censed, and 1 hearq Bothing
EAYe the distant bark of a dog and the
ripple of the brook near by

T remained there for, mavhe, a full
minuten, vory atill, only my fNats ¢lenched
themselves as | ant liatening and walt-
Ing—and that minute was an hour.

“Yon won't be wantin® ever a broom
now T

The rellef was so sudden and Intenae
thot I had much ado to keep from laugh-
ing outright

“You won't be wantin® ever n hroom,
now ™ Inquired the volce again

“No 1 annwered, "nor yet a fine
leather bt with a stesl buckle mada In
Brummagem ns aver wun'

“Oh, It's you, Ia 1t7" said the Peddler.
and forthwith Gubbling Dok stepped out
of the ahadows, brooms an shoulder and
bulging pack vpon his back, at sieht of
which the leafy tumult of his approach
whs Immediately aceounted for. “Ho it's
you, In It?" he repeated, setting down his
brooms and spitting lugubriously st the
neareat patch of shadow,

“Yes" 1| anawered. *“‘but
you heore?"

"1 be goln' to slesp “ere, . my chap.*

“Ohl—you don't mind the ghost, then?"

“Oh, Lord, no! Thera be only two
things as I can't ablde—trees nn sin't treas
Ix ane of em, an' womaen's ' other.”

“Women?"*
didn't 1

what brings

“Come,
mnrrisd '

“You aid*

"“Very well then! Trees as ain't trees i
bad enough, Lord Kknows'—but wometi's
worse—nh;" sald the Peddler, shaking hia
head, “n night worse! Ye ser, trees ain't
gFot tongues—loastways not an |
hoered tell on, an' a treo never told a lle
—or ate a apple, did It?"

“Whnat do you mean by ‘ate an apple' 7"

"I meansa as A tree can't tell a lle, or
eat a apple, but & woman ean tell o
=which ahe does—[requent, an' as for ajp-
ples—""

“But="" I began

“"Eve ate a apple, didn't ahe?

“The Beriptures say 40" 1 podded

"An' told a lie arterwnrds, didn't she™"

“bo wa are given to understand,”

“Vory well then!” sald the Peddler.
“there ¥' are!” and he turned to apit into
the shadow again. “Wot's more." he con-
tinued, "'t wera a woman as done me ot |

my birthright.” |
“How |
"“Why, 't were Eve ar got us druy out »*
the Gardin o' Eden, weren't (7 11 it "adn't |
for Eve I might ha' been Uvin' on
ik nn’ “oney, ah! an' pluyin® wl butter-
Moa, "stend o' bein' married, an' poddlin’
these "ere brooms

“Don’t talk
I can't abide ‘em
afool you
oath ns thear ‘s

~theer allus s

“Do you think so**

*I knows 80 ; ain't 1 n
wuch all day, an
Bluck Jarge, for one™

"What about him*™*

"What about ‘Im!" repeatad the l'r‘-."n»r_‘
“w'y, ain't "in 1100 been ruined wors
away by one o them Even' well |
then !

“What do vou mean—how has his life|
besn ruined ™ |

“Oh! the usual way of 1t: Jarge loves |
8 gell—gell loves Jarge—sugar aln't|
sweeter—very well then! Along comes |
another coveé——u strange cove—a cove wi'|
nice white "ands an’ soft, takin' ways—'e
talkn wl' "er—wnlks wi' ‘er—amiles at ‘er
—an' pore Jarge ain't nowheerss—pore
Jarge's onka In dough—nah! an' doughy
dough at that!"

“How do you come to know all this?"

"'Ow should I come to know It but from
the man “lsself? ‘Dick, sayvs "¢ (baptis-
mal nume Richard, but Dick for short),
“oDick sayes ‘e, 'd'ye ses this ‘ere stick?
an' 'a shows me n good, stout cudgel out
out o th' “‘edge, an' very neatly trimmed
it were too. ‘Ah! T pees it, Jarge.' sald
1. ‘An" d'yve ses this an? says ‘e, "oldin’
up another ok like the first as one pea to
lta fellow. ‘Ah! T sees that un. too,
Jarge, anys I, “Well," says Jarge, "one's
for 'Im an' one's for me—'s can take ‘In
chiee,' "o mayn, ‘an' when wa do meat, It's
s-goin’ to be ocne or o' other of us' ‘e
says, an' wot's more—'es looked It! ‘'If 1
‘ave to walt, an’ walt, an' foller "Im, an’
foller ‘Im,” says Jarge, ‘I'll ontoh “im slone,
one o these fine nighta, an’ 'Ll bs man
to man.'"

“And when did he tell you all this?™

"'H mamin' as ever waas'"

“Where did you seae him™

“Oh;, no!" mld the Pedler, shaking his
head, "not by no manner o means. I'm
married. but I ain't that kind of & cove !™

“What do you mean™'

““The runnors ln sarter ‘lm—lookin' for
‘im ‘lgh an' low, an'—though married, I
ain't ope o give & WAnD aAway I nin't
a friendly cove myself, never was an'
nevar shall be—never 'ad a friend il my
dayve. an' don't want one—but | Uke Black
Jarge—J pitios, an' 1 dospises 'lm.**

“Why do you desplse him?*

“Becaune ' carries on so, all about a
Eve--w'y, theer uin't & woman breathin'
an ls waorth g man's troublin' "is ‘sad over
no, nor never will be—yvet 'ore ‘s Black
Jarge rvendy-—ah! an' more than willin'
Lo get “lanelf ‘ung. an’ wll for a wench-
A Hve—"

“Get himeself hanged™ [ rapeated

“Abh~"ung! w'y, ain't 's a-waltin' an' &~
waitin' 1o g*! at this cove—this cove wi'
the nlee white ‘ands an' the takin®' ways.
aln't ‘e a-watchin® an’ n-watchin' to meet
'em some lonely plght—and when ‘e do
meet ‘lm—" The Padler sighed.

“Wall?

Wy, there'll be blood shod—blood =

uarts on It—buckets on it! Black Jarge
‘U batter this ‘ere cove's "end soll, a0 surs

once tell you 1 were

A

a3

baveil

o me o Women, my ochap
bah if theer 'm any
may take Rible |

# woman pboutl some eres |
)

your

t-seain’ |
s |

earin’ an'

every Lheer

Lroke,
—very

ad I were baptised Richard-—'g '] M
this cove up in ‘ls great, m! Arime, an'
‘s ‘Il throw this cove down, an' ‘s Il gore
‘Im, an' stamp ‘Im down under ‘ly feel,
an' this ceve's blood ‘Il go soakin' an'
WekOnkin' Into the grass, sotoe’'eres be-

‘sdge, or |n some quiet oor-

cods—and the birds ‘I pareh

his cove's breast, ann' futter

|
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His Falthful Hound—1 wish to good-
ness he'd give up whistiing “'Fall In

—landon Opinton
THE BPECTATOR.

and follow me'!

THE ANTI-ZEPP FIRE-ESCAPE
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Jones (practicing “oasy” descents)—{
rections nt the ton®
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~Punch.
i, why did 1 leave that book of di-

—

THE PADDED CELL

— SCRAPPLE —

'SPEECH

SEASATIONS OF “tHuR
FIRST AFTER-DINNER

Wifey—Harold, my mina
up—

Hubby—Mercy! is that so? T had
hoped, at least, that your mind was
your own.

I=s made

AMATEUR NIGHT AT THE MOVIES

Ing the carpets!"

“Do you know the nature of am
oath, madame?

"Well, I ought to sir. We've Just
moved and my husband has been lay-

TERRCRS
OF
TESSIE..

EPISODE - BlEVIX
TESSIE DISHES UP TWOL

ORTIONS OF WSTICEQUT
OF THE SAME KETTLE

TESSIE GgTS

-

S00Q% FINE AD
12 YEARS W THE

£ EQUAL JUSTICE
Vg FORALL 'S WY

(’Q})_‘L', MOTTER.

& YA \.ﬁx‘r CASE T
= ,:) "\ { |

P

. GOOK GRACIOUS
és;j&‘?-jf/ WOTS THE CHARGE?
\-. \) [ d

TS UNCLE ABUK:

PICKW
WTHE PARY.,
YOUR HOKORESS

POND LILLIES

Fast Enough

Furchaser—You sild this mule was

fast. Il does nothing but kick!
Truthful Dedler—<] wan referring ‘=

his hind legs,

‘“That's & good idea, ma'am, havin'
toda and water in them bottles with
the sguirta. 1've done the floor In no
time, und there's three bottics left out
of the dosen yer'*

MORE LEG PULLING

Von Tirplts—Good news, sire, Wa have sunk another great Muer!"

Kaleer (aslde)-Not a0 loud.
wouldn't do It apnin!"

Ive Just promised my

friend Wilson ¥

Too Alry
[Goatareey




